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INTRODUCTION. 


N the Reign of King CHARLES 
Il, that ingenious Frenchman, 
$2: Monſieur de St. Evremond, 
== obſerved of England, That 
there is no Nation where 
* the Men have more Cou- 
rage, where the Women have more 
* Beauty, and where both Sexes have 
% more Wit. But, /ays he, it is impoſh- 
ble that Oze Nation can have every 
* Thing, There is no Country in Europe, 
* where a good Taſte is ſo rare.” And 
this was wrote at a Time, when perhaps 
the Exgliſh Taſte was better than ever it 


was before, or than ever it has been ſince. 


O Tempora] O Mores ! 


What would this polite Foreigner have 
ſaid, had he beheld the Dramatick Scenes 

repreſented in the Reign of King GEORGE 
IIe To have ſeen upon one Theatre, the 
greateſt CEREMONIAL in the World Ape d 
by Vagrants and Beggars, as they are juſtly 
ſtiled by the Laws - the Land; and on the 


other, 
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other, the MixisTEexs of our moſt Auguſt 
Monarch, and thoſe whom he has inveſted 
with Poſts of the greateſt Office and Truſt, 
ridiculed under the prime Characters of a 
Thief-Catcher, a Jaylor, and a Highwayman. 
The Britiſb Ladies of Quality, viſited by a 
+ Common-Strumpet ; and to have heard a 
certain Duke tell Polly Peachum, that, His 
Grace was ſure, that his Dutcheſs would 
take a Viſit from her as a very great Honour. 
And farther to enoble that Honour, may her 
Grace never have the Honour to receive 
any 282 of better Blood or Birth 
ſay J. mY 

© it muſt, indeed, be confeſſed, that 
if we put the Degeneracy of the Britiſh 
Taſte in one Scale, we ought to put their 
ſtupid * ne into the other. For 
the preſent Subſcriptions to Maſquerades, 
Italian Singers, and Myſicians, amounts to 
a much larger Sum, than ever was beftow- 
ed upon real Merit. | 
England has certainly produced great 
Men in every. Part of Learning. And as 
to the Poetical-Claſs, the Subject of our 
preſent Repreſentation, only hear, how 
they have been ufed. 

The Ezgliſh, fays our modern Longi- 

« zus (Mr. John Dennis ) have often 


„ See, His Remarks on Mr. Pope's Tranſlation of Hos x. 
{NG : ef. 5. & geg. 1 
: "- * negleaed 
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neglected their true Geniuſes, and fallen 
to admire Fools. The great Lord Bacon 
was ſuffered to die poor and miſerable; 
and the great Spenſer to ſtarve. Ben 
Jahnſon was more than once facrificed to 
his worthleſs Rivals. In the Reign of 
King CHARLES II, Milton, who was 
an Honour to Great Britain, and an 
Ornament to Human- kind, continued 
long neglected and obſcure. How few 
of Thoſe to whom he wrote, had Eyes 
for his matchleſs Beauties! How many 
of them were more blind than He! Up- 


on the other Side of Parnaſſus, the ad- 


mirable Pleaſantry of Butler found ſtill 
worfe Quarter, than the Force, Ele- 
vation, and Sublimity of Milton. The 
Church, in whoſe Defence he wrote, 
ſuffered him to ſtarve, and after he was 
dead, refufed him a Burial- Place: That 
Church which has ſince ſubſcribed fuch 
Sums to a worthlefs, bigorted Fool 
(Sacheverell) who would deſtroy it Root 
and Branch: So little Zeal have ſome 
Divines for Religion, and fo little Diſ- 


cernment for Merit. In ſhort, Butler 


was ſuffered to die in a Garret, Oe 


in an Ale-Houſe, Nat. Lee in the Streets. 


And yet Butler was a whole Species o 
Poets in one; admirable, in a Manner, 
in which no one elſe has been tolerable; 

' B 2 « a Man- 
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a Manner which began and ended in 
him; in which He knew no Guide, and 
has found no Followers. Yet Butler, ſo 
extraordinary a Man in his Kind, was 
not a greater Maſter in raifing our 
Mirth, than Otway in drawing Tears 
from us, who had a Faculty in touching 
the ſofter Paſſions beyond both Antients 
and Moderns, if you except only Euri- 
pides: Yet he who moved our Pity 
ſo ſtrongly in the Diſtreſſes of Monimia 
and of Beluidera, could excite none at 
all for his own Calamity, but languiſhed 
in Adverſity unpitied, and died unla- 
mented. Mr. Wycherley was ſuffered to 
languiſh ſeven Years in a cloſe Impriſon- 
ment, while the worthleſs Writers of 
Farce flouriſhed ; and that for an incon- 
ſiderable Debt, his Merit and Fortune 
conſidered ; and experienced all that 
Baſeneſs in his Relations, Friends and 
Acquaintance, againſt which the Plain- 
Dealer had with ſo much Warmth 
inveighed. 
Mr. Dryden, who had ſo many great 
Qualities, who refined the Language of 
our Rhyming Poetry, and improved its 
Harmony ; who thought often, ſo finely, 
ſo juſtly, ſo greatly, ſo nobly, who had 
the Art of Reaſoning very ſtrongly in 
very elegant Verſe; and who of all our 
R | *« Rhyming 
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Rhyming Poets wrote beyond Compa- 
riſon, with moſt Force, and with moſt 
Elevation; was often ſacrificed to his 
worthleſs Contemporaries; could never 
receive Encouragement enough to ſet 
him entirely at Eaſe, died without lea- 
ving behind him enough to interr him, 


« and left behind him a deſtitute and de- 
*plorable Family. 
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There is a Gentleman, the living Or- 
nament of the Comic- Scene, who, after 
he had for ſeveral Years entertained the 
Town, with that Wit and Humour, and 
Art and Vivacity, which are ſo becom- 
ing of the Comic-Stage, produced at laſt 
a Play *, which, beſides that it was e- 
oy to moſt of the former in thoſe plea- 
ant Humours which the Laughers fo 
much require, had ſome certain Scenes 
in it, which were wrote with ſo much 
Grace and Delicacy, that they alone 
were worth an entire Comedy. What 
was the Event? The Play was hiſſed by 
barbarous Fools in the Acting; and an 
impertinent Trifle was brought on after 
it, which was Acted with vaſt Applauſe, 
This Treatment juſtly raiſed ſo much In- 
dignation in the Writer, that he quitted 
the Stage in Diſdain, and Comedy left 


* ——— 


* Mr. Congreve's laſt Play, 
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it with him. And thoſe nice great Per- 
« ſons, whoſe ſqueamiſh Palates refuſed 
Q Ouails and Partridget, have pined ever 
* ſince in ſuch a Dearth, that they greedi- 
iy feed upon Brll-Beef, alias, the Beg- 
% gars Opera. | 7 
Thus have I fet before the Reader's 
Eyes, in as ſhort a Method as I could, gh 
cruel Treatment that ſo many — 
nary Men have received from their Coun- 
trymen for theſe laſt hundred Vears. If I 
ſhould now ſhift the Scene, and ſhew all 
that Penury, and that Avarice changed all 
at once to Riot and Profuſeneſs, and more 
ſquandered away upon four Objects (an 
impertinent Scotch-Quack, a Profligate 
Iriſh-Dean, the Lacquey of a Superanuated 
Dutcheſs, and a little virulent Papiſt) than 
would have ſatisfied the greater Part of 
thoſe extraordinary Men, the Reader to 
whom theſe Creatures ſhould be altogerher 
unknown, would fancy them Prodigies of 
Art and Nature, would believe that all the 
great Qualities of thoſe extraordinary Per- 
{ons-above-mentioned were centered in them 
alone ; that they had the Capacity and Pro- 
foundneſs of Bacon, the fine Painting of Spen- 


ſer, the Force and Sublimity, and Elevation 


of Milton; the fine Thinking and Elegance, 
and Verſification of Dryden; the Fire and 
Euthuſiaſm of Lee; the moving, melting, 
lO Tender- 
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Tenderneſs of Ot way; the Pleaſantry of 
Butler; the Wit and Satire of Mycherley; 
and the Humour and Spirit, and Art and 
Grace of Congreve. Inſtead of which this 
Twickenham-Club cannot be juſtly intitled 
to any other Motto, than that of the honeſt 
Roman ; 


Odi Imitatores Seruum Pecus. 


or, what an Eugliſb Poet * has ſaid of Lon- 
giuus, may be as juſtly applied to them: 


Their own Example, ſtrengthens all their Law, 
They are, Themſelves, the Bathos that they draw. 


I ſhall conclude this Introduction with 
the following Hotch-Potch tor the Uſe of this 
CAaBALA; or rather, upon ſecond Thoughts, 
_— are always beſt, begin my Sequel 
with it. 


See, An Eſſay on Criticiſm, 
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HOTCH-PO ICH, 


B Y 
PETER HENNING; a Dutchman, 


Who bravely ſhow'd 4 glorious Diſſent? 
To Thoſe e tead Greek ape Ie 


2 


2 


| Oppoſitio eſt Pugna . „ 
Biveger/dicitdo, 3 
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| Io the Acx. 
H AIL learned Age! with Pamphlets richly 
fraught, 


| Some very good, and others good for nought. 
*X#**X* Cetera deſunt in MS. 


On SCRIBLERS. 


IF He's an Author who to Paper 
Sets Pen, and ſqueezes out ſome Senſe ; 
Then He who juſt can cut 4 Caper, 
A Dancing-Maſter may commence. 
But none can by ſo, ſmall a Claim, 
B intitled to fo great 4 Name; 
For Men, Who can't ſpeak Senſe, can Scribble, 
As Children, who can't Spit, can Dribble, | 


F. 
i” 


. A 1 


Two Dozen 


Of Uſeful 


MAXIMS. 


Bio J. 


O ME complain that Diſcourſes on 
Popery * meet with a cold Reception; 
but the Fault lies, not in the Subject, but 
in the Diſcourſes: For the beſt Subject, 
unleſs it be writ up to, will fail of Succeſs. 


II. 


When the Cows curvet we are apt to 
think that a Shower is coming; as if the 
Shower could not fall, till the Cows have 
took a Frick. And, when Controverſies are 
on Foot, No-body knows where they will 
end ; and there be ſome, who don't care. 


„ Read the Diploma Doctor; alias, Trapp's late Trumpery. 


141 


I The antient Lagiciant, becauſe they could 
not ſay Spirits were in Loco, ſolved the Dif- 
ficulty by ſaying, they were in Ui; i. e. 
the Lord knows where, for it is very plain 


they did got. 
* > 
Some Perſons only talk of Religion; and 
uſe it chjefly, as Ladies do their Fans, to 
make a Hutter with. 1 


V. 
WMWe not only live in an Trox-Age, but in 
the Ruſt of an Irau-Age. 4 
/ 988 =_ 
They who carry Silver on their Buttons 
very often have little in their Pockets ; and 


he who has Braſs in his Face, won't be 
put out of Countenance, though he be not 


worth a Copper-Fobn. 


| VIL 
Fierce is the preſent Wax among Authors, 


1448. Swift has maul'd Thegbald, but Theo- 
bald has maul'd Pape. Faltatre has maul'd 
the Italians, and Rolli has mauPd Voltaire. 
Bundy has maul'd the Zeſuit's Roman Hi- 
ſtory, and Ozel? will maul Bandy. | 
Sh VIII. Jaces 


81 


VIII. 


Jacob almoſt died for Joy, to hear that 


his Son Foſeph was alive. 


IX. 


How can Earthly Things be ſettled and 
conſtant, when the Earth it ſelf is in a per- 
petual Rotation. 


X. 


He who travels to viſit all the World, 
will have all the World travel to viſit him. 


Good Senſe in a few Words, is like an 
eArrow in a cloſe-drawn Bow, which 


ſtrikes the deeper, as the Compaſs is aar- 
rawer, | 


XII. 


A Perſon who has a long Head, may 
have long Ears to it; and he who has a 
long Arm, way be Short-ſighted. 


XIII. 


Some People's Spirits ſink immediately 
under the "fo Preſſure of eAfiitions; as 


ſome Birds fall directly to the Ground, 
when a Cloud comes over them. 


XIV. The 


7 


XIV. 

The Worthy and Worthleſs Part of Man- 
kind, are equally deſirous of being recorded 
by Poſterity; and he who built the Temple 
of Diana, and he who burnt it, ated with 
the ſame Vier. 


XV. 


A Wiſe Man refle&s on Things paſt; an 
Aſirologer foreſees Things to come. 


XVI. 


To deſerve well without eAdvancement, 
is more eligible, than to be advanced with- 
out De ſert. 


XVII. 1 


The Pleaſures of this World act like 
Judas; they firſt kiſs us, and then betray 
Us. „ Fl 


XVIII. | 
lian, in his various Hiſtory, tells us, 
that when a Lion is ſick, nothing will cure 
him but to eat an eApe ; fo when an En- 
gliſhman has got the Spleen, nothing diverts 


it fo much as the Impertinence of a French- 
Wan. ana ; 


XIX. Gifts 


him] 


XIX. 


Gifts are reciprocal betwixt Doctor and 
Patient; the one gives his Advice, the other 
his Money. This puts me in Mind of two 
pleaſant Verſes in Martial on an Indige 
Phyſician. | 


| Pharmaca das egroto, Aurum tibi porrigit «ger, 
Tu Morbum curas Illius, Ille tuum. 


XX. 


Father (r acts like a cunning Prize- 
fighter; who makes a Feint at the Heels, 
when he deſigns the Blow for the Head. 


XXI. 


A Pipe of Tobacco is of admirable Uſe in 
the Mouth of one whoſe Head is empty ; 


for it will give him at leaſt an Opportunity 
of looking wiſe. 


XXII. 


The Defre of being in Print, occaſions | 
many Pamphlets : 


But They who oft appear in Print, 
Will find there's very little int. 


XXIII. The 


121 
1 
The Increaſe of Pamphlets impoveriſhes 
the inferiour Part of the Nation. 


XXIV. 


The Pamphleteers have plunder'd many 
Pockets, not overcharg'd with Money. 


Two-penny Werks (when Hawkers cry 'em) 
What Man on Earth can chuſe but buy em? 
Therefore Expences to prevent, 

| ls have at laſt reſolv'd to print: 

| Buy this one TraQ, and read it o'er, 

| And you will ne're want any more. 

1 Here Cs Doctrine is con futed, 

hate er was, or ſhal be diſputed, 

From Adam down to us, and fo 

As far as Tixee himſelf can go. 


N. B. If the Ingenious and Learned World ſhall take it in- 
to their Heads to be ſo obliging, as to be prodigionſly 
fond of this ſmall! Tra& ; the Author, perhaps, may one 

Time or other think fit, b 4 of Enlargement, to 

throw into it 2 wo deal of Wit and Jocoſity ; 
and will, at his own Expence, ftuff it out with yaſt 
Variety of uncommon Erudition. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
A Meditation on a Turnip, is now preparing for the Preſs; and 
in. al Probability may be ready to come out the Time that 
Marriages came in. . 


u ro roof, ; 
2 


———— (— 
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XIV. 
Vet, dear Poll, you may 
Suffer J—y G—y 
For to S—b you for his Play, 
Which has rais'd your Grandeur; 
Before which | 
You would S—/ 
Near Fleet-Ditch, 
P—le was your Pindar : 
Then don't you vaunt it over all, 
Then don't you vaunt it over all, 
Tho? you are pretty Poll. 


= 2 . * + 
— — — o — a» „ 
DD 2 ˙ —ꝛů˙ifç26«ꝗ ũ,?ũ— —”Ä—2A ð— —— 
= 
—— . — - 
—_— ” ZR... — —— 


— — 4 — 


— — —— — _ 
— — — Rs 


— — o 


- 


—— — * 
— - 


—— — u — 
—_ 


—— —_ 
— — 


8 


Big 


T ve . 
e e 
"a Nee n 4 
1 1 — %* } 2 25 "fo 5 £ a 


The following Lines being ſent to the 
Author as an Anſwer to the forc- 
going BALLAD; he, to ſhew what 

e publiſhed was not done out of 
Malice to PoLLVYV PEACHUM, 
has hereunto annexed. them, ha- 
ving ſo much Value for the Female 
SCX as. to give Fair Play to a Fair 
Woman, 


J 
RAY, Sir, who are you 
P That. thus dares to ſhew 
Polly's Pranks to open View, 
And io loud expoſe her; 
Cruel Bard, 
This is hard, 
No Regard 
To Poll, nor thoſe that knows her; 
For you do Lampoon 'em all, 
For you do Lampoon 'em all, 
As well as pretty Ball. 


II. Are 


(109 ] 
II. 
Are you Pimp or Spy 
That does thus deſcry 
Poll's Gallants, and where they lie, 
L—3 and GA Cullies: 
Can't your Muſe 
Something chuſe 
From the Stews 
Of Common Whores and Bullies 3 
But maliciouſly you fall, 
But maliciouſly you fall, 
On pretty, pretty Poll. 


III. 


Poll performs her Parts 
With ſuch Grace and Arts, 
That each Night ſhe conquers Hearts, 
Both in Pit and Boxes; 
Then refrain, 
Bent fo plain, 
Do not ſtain 
Poll with common Doxies; 
For ſhe does Charm us all, 
For ſhe does Charm us al!, 
O pretty, pretty Poll. 
E 2 IV. Since 


[ 20 ] 


IV. 
Since Poll has gain'd Applauſe, 
All vindicate her Cauſe, 
And prodigious Crowds ſhe draws, 
All conſpire to Clap her; 
The Houſe rings, 
When ſhe Sings, 
Muſt ſuch Things 
Vaniſh in a Vapour; 
No, ſhe out-ſhines them all, 
No, ſhe out-ſhines them all, 
O pretty, pretty Poll. 


E PI G R A M, 


To Mils Beſwick, alias Fenton, alias 
E not vain of your fancy d Succeſs I deſire you, 
Nor think that Lox ps love you, becauſe they 


Polly Peachum. 
admire you; 


A Monſter does, doubtleſs, deſerve Admiration, 
As much as the Prettieſt Girl in the Nation; 

And hourly Experience, Lavinia, will ſhew you, 
A Granny is ſtar'd at, as much as a Chloe. 


This Ballad- Singing-Beauty (which our preſent 
Race of Beaus ſo much Admire) is a raw-bon'd, 
large-featur'd Female Virago, and having the 
neceſſary Qualitication, requir'd by Serjeant Kite, 
of being ſix Foot high, is, no doubt, born to 
be a Great Woman. 


EPISTLE 


FROM 
Signora F=—-A 
"TSA 


LADY. 


They do let Heoves fs the Pranks, 
They dare nut ſhew their Husbands. OrTHt1.Lo. 


6 —̃—̃— 


Ondemn not, Madam, as I write in Haſte, 
My Thoughts confus'd,or any Word miſplac'd. 
Of cens'ring Tongues I ſcorn the little Spite, 
In wild Diſorder, as I Love, 1 Write. 
In Haſte I write to eaſe your torturd Mind, 
Spite of your Jealouſy, I ſtill am kind. 
Unſpotted as the Sun, my Love ſhall riſe, 
And ſoon diſpel the Fears that cloud your Eyes. 
| Let 
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Let others for dear Scandal ſearch the Town, 
Or with ſuperior Fancy chuſe a Gown : 
Others their Heads with learned Volumes fill, 
Or boaſt of deeper Science at Quadrille : 

In the gay Dance let other Nymphs excel; 
F——14's Glory lies in Loving well. 

Of Pleaſure all the various Modes I know, 

Its different Degrees, its Ebb and Flow. 
Ladies, unpractisd in the Art of Love, 5 
A living Aretin in me may prove. 

Propitious Venus grant me Power to give 

Joy to fair ——, *tis for her J Live, 

Ceaſe then to let your jealous Fancy rove, 
Nor give me fuch a cruel Proof of Love. 

Am l in Fault, that Crouds obſequious bend, 
And rival Beauties for my Love contend ? 
That fierce Thaleſtris has attack d my Heart? 
Or gentle Chloe caſt a milder Part? 

To fierce Thaleſtris I diſdain to yield, 

And gentle Chloe neer ſhall gain the Field. 

In vain ſhe breathes her Paſſion in my Ear, 
For when you fpeak I nothing elſe can hear: 
In vain with Tranſport to my Feet ſhe flew, 
All Joys are taſteleſs, but what come thro! you. 


Before 
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Before your fatal Face I chanc'd to ſee, 
No Cynick ever lavgh'd at Love like me- 
Inconſtant as the Wind, free as the Air, 
I rang'd from Man to Man, from Fair to Fair. 
I rov'd about like the induſtrious Bee, 
Firſt ſuck d the Honey, then forſook the Tree. 
In Venus Combats, I have ſpent the Day, 
Swiſs-like, I fought on any Side for Pay. 
But now I Love, and your bewitching Face 
Has well aveng'd the Cauſe of Human Race. 
Do Juſtice to your ſelf, review your Charms, 
Nor fear to ſec me in another's Arms. 
Have you not Beauty equal to your Youth ? 
Look in your Glaſs, and then ſuſpect my Truth. 
No Paſſion tramontane in you Pye found, 
By Love and Gratitude Pm doubly bound. 
You firſt of all the Britiſh Fair declar'd, 
I ſung unrivaPd, &er my Voice you heard. 
By Sympathy you felt each Charm, each Grace, 
And lov'd my Perſon, &er you ſaw my Face. 
Nor was I coy, or difficult to move, 
When you reveaPd the Story of your Love. 
With ſuch pathetick Mirth you play'd your Part, 
You found an eaſy Conqueſt of my Heart. 


I felt 


1 
felt a thrilling Joy, 'till then unknown, 
And Lov'd with Ardour equal to your own. | 
Witneſs the Tranſports of that happy Day, 
When melting in each other's Arms we lay. 
With Velvet Kiſs your humid Lips 1 preſsd, 

And rode triumphant on your panting Breaſt. 
Thus rode St. George, thus fearleſs thruſt his Dart 
Up to the Head in the fell Dragon's Heart. 


In Extaſy you cry'd, What Joys are theſe ? 
Not Dureſtanti's ſelf ſo well cou'd pleaſe. 
This is no ſleepy Husband's feeble Mite, 
The taſteleſs Tribute of an ill-ſpent Night. 


Such were our Joys, O cou'd they always laſt ! 
But greateſt Pleaſures are the ſooneſt paſt. 
O did my Power and Will in Concert move ! 
And were my Strength but equal to my Love! 
TH incredulous Philoſopher ſhould ſce 
Perpetual Motion verified in M. 
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POPE Corrected, 
Not Amended, 


Dear Sir, 


OV deſire to know why, in the. general 
Attack which Mr. Pov k has lately'made 
againſt Writers living, and dead, he has fo 

often had a Fling of Satire at. Me. I ſhould be 

very wil.ing to plead Guilty to his Indictment, and 
think as meanly of myſelf as he can poſſibly do, 
were his Quarrel altogether upon a fair and un- 
byaſſed Motive. But he is apgry at the Man; 
and, as Juvenal ſays, facit Indignatio Verſum. 
In my Attempts to reftore Shakeſpeare, I had laid 
open ſome Defefts of his Edition, I endeavour- 
ed in my Book to'treat him with all the Deference 
and Tenderneſs, that the Circumſtance would 
bear; and no Body, I think, has impeached me of 
the leaſt Failure in this Point. But to ſet any 

Thing right, after Mr. Pope had adjuſted the 
Whole, was a Preſumption not to be forgiven |! 
Hinc ille Lacryme. That I have been right, in 
the Main, in my Corrections, is pretty well a- 
greed on my Side: And I am moſt apt to think, 
Mr. Pope has been of the ſame Opinion; or he 
would have ſhewn them trifling, and impertinent, 
by a Confutation ; unleſs it was beneath him to 


enter the Liſts with ſo weak an Adverſary. 
Inſtead 


L 27 ] 
Inſtead of a Reply, or a Juſtification of his own 
Indolence, his Reſource is to railing; or, as it 
were, (after the French Manner of puniſhing, when 
a Criminal is out of their Reach;) to hang me uþ 
in Effigie. But I forgive his arch Talent of pifuring : 
He ſhall repreſent me as all Fe or a' Swallow, a 
Grub, or a Herm; or in any ot er Forme of Ridi- 
ule, that may ſerye to allay a future Fit of Spleen. 
if K may be thrown off by ſuch pretty Exer- 
ciſe, his wayward Humour ſhall have the full Scope 
of Calumny. But as he has been pleaſed to reffect 
on Me in a few Quatations from a Play,” which 1 
had lately the 620g Fortune to uſher ints the 
World; I am there concerned in Reputation to 
enter upon my Defence. There are three Paſſages, 
yowll obſerve, in his Art of Sinking in Poetry, Which 
he endeayours to bring into Diſgrace, from Double 
Diſtreſs, as he calls it: | ſuppoſe, he means Double 
Falſhood ; for that is the Title of the Play/publiſhed 
by me. I ſhould have expected from'fome others, 
that, when they were upon the Buſineſs of finding 
Fault, they ſhould not have committed even ſuch 
an Error. But tis meer Wordcatching, and be- 
neath a great Genius to be ea in any Thing, 
One of theſe Paſſages, alledged by our critical 
Examiner, is of that Stamp, which is certainly to 
determine me in the Claſs of his profund Writers : 
For a genuine Writer of the profund will tike Care 
never to magnify any Object without 9 it at 
the ſame Time. The Place, ſo offenſive for its 
Cloudineſs, is this. 


——T Obſcureneſs of her Birth 
Cannot eclipſe the Luſtre of her Eyes, 


Which make her all one Light. 
F 2 I muſt 
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J ruſt un, I think, a Man needs be no great 
Oedipus to ſolve the Difficulty of this Paſſage; , Na- 
thing has ever been more common than for Lo- 
vers to compare their Miſticſſes Eyes to Suns and 
Stare. Ard what does Henriquez ſay more here 
than This, That thovgh his Miſtrcſs be obſcure 
by her Birth, yet her Eyes are ſo refulgent, they 
{cr her above that Diſadvantage, and make her all 
over Brightneſs? Now wherein is this Thought 
£ither ſo wondei fully magnified, or clouded? The 
only Obſcurity, that I can yet find in the Paſſage, 
is in Mr. Pope's cloudirg it by miſunderſtanding. For 
if he will take a ſimple Deſcription of Beauty to 
be the Deſcription of 4 Lady at Dinner, as he is 
pleaſed to do here, there is, indeed, ſomething of 
the Bœotian Fog, in the Caſe. I remember another 
Raptpre in Shakeſpeare, upon a Painter's drawing 
a 2 Lady's Picture, where the Thought ſeems 
to me every whit as much magnified, and as dark 
at the firſt Glance, ee 


* 


—— — But her Eye. — 
How could he ſee to do them ! Having done One, 
 Methinks, it ſhould have Pow'r to ſteal Both his, 

Ad leave itſelf unfiniſht. | 


This Paſſage is from the Merchant of Venice; and 
if the Examiner will not allow it to be dark, Vl 
venture to produce another out of the ſame Play, 
that, I believe, every Body will agree to be ſo. 


Grat. My Eyes, my Lord, can look as ſwift as yours; 
You ſaw the Miſtreſs, I beheld the Maid; 
Tou lov'd ;, I lov'd for Intermiſſion. 
No more pertains to Me, my Lord, than you. 
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f 1 did not know a little more of Shakeſpeare, than 
Mr. Pope has yet convinced the Publick that He 
docs, 1 ſhould, from ſome ſuch Inſtances, take him 
for a very cloudy Writer. It were worth ſome- 
thing, methinks, to know what Ideas Mr. Pope 
had of Gratiano's loving for Intermiſſion. Surely, he 
will hardly perſwade us, that Jatermiſſion here 
means for want f fomething elſe to do, becauſe he would 
not ſt and idle. By a proper Variation in the Point- 
ing, and a very ſhort Comment, Pl} undertake to 
clear up the Clouds of this dark Place; and thus it 
muſt be corrected, before it can be underſtood ; 


Grat. My Eyes, my Lord, can look as ſwift as yours 5 
You ſaw the Miſtreſs, I beheld the Maid : : 
Tou loud; Tlovd: (For Intermiſſin 
No more pertains to Me, my Lord, than Tou. 


i. e. For, in a Love-Adventure, I could no more 
ſtand out, no more be idle, or unactive, than you. 
But Self-Defence, and not Correction, was the De- 
ſign of this Epiſtle ; ſo Pll proceed to his ſecond 
Obſervation, and ſee how hard that will bear up- 
On me. 41 oh | 
Another of the Paſſages which Mr. Pope is plea- 
ſed to be merry with, is in a Speech of Volante s; 


Wax ! render up thy Truſt. 


This, in his Engliſh, is, open the Letter: And he 
facetiouſly mingles it * other pompous 
Inſtances, moſt, 1 ſuppoſe, of his own Framing, 
which, in plain Terms, ſignify no more than, See, 
who's there; Snuff the Candle; Uncork the Bottle; 
Chip the Bread; to ſhew how ridiculous Actions of 
no Conſequence are, when too much exalted in 

| the 
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Cunſurer. 
Violam is newly debauched by Henriquex, on his 


„ 


To Hearts like mine Suſpence is Miſery. _ 
Wax! render up thy T . Be the Contents 
Proſp'rous, or fatal, they are all my due. | 


Now Mr. Pope to ſhew us his profound Judgment 
in Dramatioal Paſſions, thinks a Lady in her Cir- 
cumfſtances cannot, without Abſurdity, open a 
Letter that comes to her on Surprize, with any 
more Preparation than the moſt unconcerned Per- 
ſon alive ſhould a common Letter by the Pexny- 
Poſt. Vil beg Deave to put him in Mind of two 
_ Paſſages in Shateſpeare, in both which the Poet 
has; upon opening Letters, . the Action 
with the lixe Addreſs to the Mr. The firſt is in 


King Lear, where Edgar having, in Defence of 
his Father, killed GoneriPs* Steward, N 
way 1 | Pockets 
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pockets for Papers, and finding a Letter breaks 
it open, with this Iatroduction. t 


Leave, gentle War; and Manners blame us not; 
To know our Enemies Minds, we rip their Hearts; 
Their Papers are more lawful. 


The other is in Cymbeline. The Princeſs Imogen, 
whoſe Husband is baniſhed, has a Letter from 
him brought to her hy her Servant Piſanio. The 
r Lady, whoſe Love makes her afraid that 
er abſent Lord may either not be in Health, or 
diſcontented at his Exile, prays, neither of theſe 
may be the Cafe, and breaks up the Letter with 

ſomewhat more Solemnity. 

— — Good Wax, thy Leave. 
* be you Bees, that make theſe Locks of Counſel ! 
6 


| am aware that Mr. Pope may reply, his Cavil was 
not againſt the Action it ſelf of addreſſing to the 
Wax, but to the exalting that Action in the Terms. 
In this Point I may fairly ſhelter my ſelf under the 
Judgment of a Man, whoſe Character in Poetry 
Will vie with any Rival this Age ſhall produce. 
Mr. DRA vpEN, in his Eſſay on Dramatic Poeſy, 
tells us, That when, from the moſt elevated 
© Thoughts of Verſe, we paſs to thoſe which are 
© moſt mean, and which are common with 
© the loweſt of Houſhold Converſation ; yet till 
© there is a Choice to he made of the beſt Words, 
© and the leaſt Vulgar, (provided they be apt, ) to 
«expreſs ſuch Thoughts. Our Language (ſays he,) 
is noble, full, and ſignificant ; and | know - 

. « why 
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e why he, who is Maſter of it, may not cloath 
© ordinary Things in it, as decently as the Latin, 
© if he uſe the ſame Diligence in his Choice of 
„„ __ Y__ GM 3 

Il come now to the laſt Quotation, which, in our 
Examiner's handling, falls under this Predicament, 
of being 4 Thought aſtoniſhing. out of the Way of com- 


mon Senſe. 
Nought but himſelf can be his: Parallel. 


This, he hints, may ſeem borrowed from the 
Thought of that Maſter of a Show in Smithfield, 
who writ in large Letters over the Picture of his 
Elephant, This is the greateſt Elephant in the World 
except himſelf. I like the pleaſantry of the Gen- 
tleman's Banter, but have no great Doubt of get- 
ting clear from the Severity of it. The Lines in 
the Play ſtands thus ; 


Is there a Treachery like this in Baſeneſs, 
Recorded any where ? It is the deepeſt : 
None but it ſelf can be its Parallel. 


am not a little ſurprized to find, that our Exa- 
-2iner at laſt is dwindled into a Wordcatcher. Lite- 
:ally ſpeaking, indeed, I agree with Mr. Pope, 
Chat nothing can be the Parallel to it ſelf; but al- 

lowing a little for the Liberty of Expreſſion, does 
it not plainly imply, that it is a Treachery which 
ſtands ſingle for the Nature of its Baſeneſs, and 
has not its Parallel on Record ; and that nothing 
but a Treachery equal to it in Baſeneſs, can paral- 
lel it? If this were ſuch Nonſenſe, as Mr. Pope 
would willingly have it, it would be a very bad 
Plea 
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Plea for me to alledge, as the Truth is, that the 
Line is in Shakeſpeare's old Copy; for I might 
have ſuppreſſed it. But, I hope, it is defenſible : 
At leaſt, if Examples may keep it in Counte- 
nance. I remember a Piece of Nonſenſe juſt of 
the ſame Stamp, in the Amphitryo of Plautus; Sofia, 
having ſurveyed Mercury from Top to Toe, finds 
him ſuch an exa& Reſemblance of himſelf, in 
Dreſs, Shape, and Features, that he cries out, 


Aan conſimil” eſt, atq; Ego. 


That is, he is as like me, as I am to my ſelf: For 
the Syntax muſt be helped out thus, — atq; Ego 
ſum mihi. Now I humbly conceive, in Strictneſs of 
Expreſſion, a Man can no more be like himſelf, than 
a Thing be its own Parallel. But to confine my 
ſelf to Shakeſpeare. I doubt not but I can produce 
ſome ſimilar Paſſages from him, which, literally 
examined, are ſtark Nonſenſe; and yet, taken 
with a candid Latitude, have never appeared ri- 
diculous. Mr. Pope would ſcarce allow one Man 
to ſay to another, Compare or weigh your Mi- 
© ſtreſs with your Miſtreſs, and, I grant you, ſhe's 
© a very fair Woman : But compare or weigh her 
© with ſome other Women that I could name, and 
© the Caſe will be alterd. Yet the very Sub- 
ſtance of this is ſaid by Shakeſpeare in Romeo and 
Juliet; and Mr. Pope has not degraded it as any 
Abſurdity, or unworthy of the Author. 


Pho! ho! you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by; 
Her tir pois'd with we in either Eye: ” 
But, Cc. 
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Or, what ſhall we ſay of the three following Quo- 
tations? And, I am ſure, I could match them 
with Threeſcore of the ſame Stamp. 
Romeo and Juliet. _——0Oh! ſo light 4 Foot 
Will neer wear out the everlaſting Flint. 


Winter's Tale. ——For Cogitation 
Reſides not in the Man, that does not think. 


Hamlet. Try what Repentance can: What can it not? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 


Who does not ſee at once, that the heavieſt 
Foot, that ever trod, could not wear out an ever- 
laſting Flint? Or, that he, that does not think, has 
no Thought in him? Or, that Repentance can avail 
nothing, when a Man has no Repentance? Yet let 
theſe Paſſages appear with the caſting Weight of 
Allowance, the Licentia ſumpta pudenter, as Horace 
calls it; and their Abſurdity will not be ſo extra- 
vagant, as when examined by the literal Touch- 

one. But it is high Time to conclude. 

If Mr. Pope is angry with me for attempting to 
reſtore Shakeſpeare, I hope the Publick are not. 
Admit my Sheets have no other Merit, they will 
at leaſt have this: They will awaken him to 


ſome Degree of Accuracy in his next Edition of 


that Poet, which we are to have in a few Months: 
And then we ſhall ſee whether we owed the Er- 
rors of the former Edition to Indiligence, or his 
Inexperience in the Author. And as my Remarks 
upon the whole Works of Shakeſpeare ſhall cloſely 
attend upon the Publication of his Edition, I will 
venture to promiſe, without Arrogance, that I will 
then give above five hundred more fair Emenda- 
tions, that ſhall eſcape him and all his Aſſiſtants. 
I am, Sir, Your very humble Servant, 
Lew. THEOBALD. 


POLLY PEACHUMS 


OPERA 


Medley of New Songs. 


Publiſhed with Her Approbation. 


* * — 


lit 


—— 


The Old Sportſman: Or, the Antiquated 
| Baronet, behind the Scenes. 


J. 


W“ EN firſt Sir Bob, that ruſty Knight, 
Appear'd upon the Stage, 


All ſtard at ſo Groteſque a Sight, 
Nor ſeen ſince Alfred's Age. 
G 2 II. Some 
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II. 
Some thought him done on Paſt board, Sir, 
And ſome in Canvas woven; 
None &er imagin'd he could fir, 
But when the Scenes were mover. 


III. 


All wonder'd, in the Toupee Rows 

Io ſee ſo odd a Figure, 

Amidſt the limber, damag d, Beaus, 
So? inelegant a Vigor. 


IV. 
But they were all miſtaken much, 
Nor had they him well ſounded, 


For as their Hearts, juſt his was ſuch ; 
And juſt as much was wounded : 


V. 
Not they with warmer Pleaſure hear 
When Polly, in ſoft Expreſſion, 
Engages the attentive Ear, 
With All is in my Poſſeſſion— 


VI. Then 
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VI. 


Then into Raptures does he ſtray, 
And tender Paſſions takes, 

Who ne&er before was moy'd they fay, 
But with the Plate, or Stakes. 


VII. 
Thus, have I ſeen a Jew-trump Girl, 
In Fields of Lincoln -Inn, 
A Bear, by Pow'r of Muſick, whirl 
Into extatic Grin: 


VIII. 
Each ſhaggy Limb juſt Meaſure takes, 
His froſty Nature fire, 
Each Nerve with new Emotion ſhakes, 
Touch'd by th' harmonious Lyre. 


CALEB DAN VERS. 


To the Tune of, Sally in our Alley 


I. 

W all the Belles that tread the Stage, 
O There's none like pretty Polly, | 
And all the Muſick of the Age, 

Except her Voice, is Folly ; 

The waining Nymphs of Drury-Lane 
I now can bear no longer; 

And when ſhe's preſent, I diſdain 
My quondam Favourite 1==-ger. 


II. Com- 
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II. | 
Compar'd with her, how flat appears | 
Cuxxoni or Fauſtina* | 
And when ſhe ſings, I ſhut my Ears | 
To warbling Seneſino. 
What though her Father is a Rogue, 0 
Her Mother though a Whore is? | 
Thoſe Vices now are high in Vogue, j 
And Virtue out of Door is. 


III. 


Great Dames there are, who break their Vows 
As oft as Madam Peachum, 

And greater Robbers than her Spouſe, 
Though Hburn cannot reach 'em. 

What though Macheath too is as bad 

As Father or as Mother, 

And, bleſt with Polly, is ſo mad 
To ramble to another ? 


IV. 

Polly, 1 ween, is not the firſt, 
Nor will ſhe be the laſt, Sir, 

Who in an Husband hath been curgd, 
And met the ſame Diſaſter. 

How many Cour tiers have we known, 
Quite rotten ripe with Poxes, 

Who, though they ſeldom wed but One, 
Keep half a Dozen Doxies ? 


V. But 
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V. 
But Polls not the worſe a fin, ) 
Her Charms not leſs cœleſtial; 

But, though to Rogues and Whores a-kin,' 
An Angel is terreſtrial. 

Some Prudes indeed, with envious Spight, 
Would blaſt her Reputation, 

And tell us that to Ribands bright 
She yields, upon Occaſion. 


VI. 
But theſe are all invented Lies, 
And vile outlandiſh Scandal, 
Which from Talian Clubs ariſe, 
And Partizans of Handel. 
Then let us toaſt the blooming Laſs, 
Whoſe Charms have thus enſnared me; 
Pd drink it in a brimming Glaſs, 
Though Parſon * H—rng heard me. 


1 


— 


* A mighty weak ſucking Prieſt, who to ſhow his Theo- 
logical Capacity, preached a Sermon at Lincol»'s-Inn-Chapel 
againſt the Deiſm of the Age, and the Beggars Opera. | 


Another, New 


BAL LA. 
Inſcribed to Mr. Prachuux, 


AND 


Captain MacHEAT H. &c. 


To the Tune of, Green Sleeves, alias 
Upon Tyburn Tree. 


Acheath having bold Comrades in Sholes, 
And moſt of them being poor eaſy Fools; 


I'd have 'em take Care, he don't make them his 
Upon Tyburn Tree. 


If Peachum he once can get in the Mind, 
(For Roguery, you know, he's alway inclined) 


They'll tuck up the whole Gang, and think it 
kind, 


Upon Tyburn Tree. 


H As 
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As for Matters which relate unto Proof, 
Macheath will be Witneſs to cut them off, 
And between em both they'll exalt them aloft 


Upon Hburn Tree. 


But why ſhould they their Friends thus deceive, | 
And ſay what they will, theſe Tools them be- 
lieve, 
Till at length, when too late, we ſhall ſee 'em 
grieve, 
When at burn Tree. 
At their Tryals, ſuch Words from their Moutlis 
will allay, * 
That will give the poor Gentlemen Cauſe to curſe 
the Day, | 
When they firſt got . acquainted with Macheath 


or Gay 
b Or knew Tyburz Tree. 


Then quit their Company, &er it be too late, 

Leſt you ſhould meet with a deſerved Fate, 

And for an Hour ſhould hang up in Stare, 
3 Upon Tyburn Tree. 


Tho' 
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Tho? if you ſhould let them know your Deſign, 

Of leaving their wicked Gang in good Time; 

Their Minds to hang you, (will certainly incline,) 
Upon Tyburn Tree. 


So ſince they have brought you into the Snare; - 

Advice in that kind will be never the near, 

You ſhould your ſelves have taken more Care 
Of that Tyburn Tree. 


H 2 SONGS, 


SONGS, ſet to the Tunes 
Pol v PEACHUM Sings 


in the Beggars Opera. 


To the Tune of, Nm ponder well! ye Parents dear. 


H ponder well! do not me blame 
For Follies that are paſt, 
If e'er 'm guilty of the ſame, 
Then may I be lock d faſt; 


And kept ſecure from Arms, 
Which Bleſſing I do prize, 
And will ſecure him from all Harms 
I can, between my 1—. 


But now my Conſcience it does prick, 
Macheath, I am afraid, 
Will play an artful cunning Trick, 
And will us both upbraid. 


Captain Macheath is the beſt skill'd, 

If they a Duel fight; - 

Se per Chance then may he killd, 
And Macheath put to Flight. 


1461 
So here there are two Lovers loſt; 
Then I a new muſt find; 
A RICH one's beſt to ſtand the Coſt; 
On him I'll fix my Mind. 


II. 

'T O more ſporting, 

Nor no courting, 

In the pleaſant Yenus Play; 

Il grow wiſer, 
Be the nicer, 

And throw off that ſimple Gay. 
Since my Senſes 
Are Offences, 

To that lovely Creature, Man ; 
Farewell Pleaſure, 
After Treaſure, 

They no more ſhall my Heart trapan. 


8 — „ — — * * ** ts. Ah. 0 — — — 


III. 
Le Printemps rampelle aux Armes. 
=, my Knight, *tis him I adore, 
Without flattering : 
H—b—t, my Knight, tis him I adore, 
And will be true. 


And will pray for that happy Hour, 
In which he will his Flames renew. 


But 
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But for fear too much ſhould him cloy, 3 
And cauſe him to loath ; 

But for fear too much ſhould him cloy, 
And make him loath ; 

What he once prized as his Joy, 

And above all Things what he choſe. 


I ſhall therefore, cer it be long, 
Beg him to deſiſt ; 
I ſhall therefore, cer it be long, 
Beg he'd deſiſt ; 
And peruſe the proceeding Song, 
Which is the Thoughts of my throbbing Breaſt. 


"30. 
Good-morrow Goſſip Joan. 


Ood-morrow pretty Knight, 
hope you were pleaſed 

With the Raptures of laſt Night, 

Upon which you feaſted, 

? Pretty Knight. 


Therefore moſt worthy Sir, 
You can't think me cruel ; 


Nor take it for a Blur, 
If I chuſe another Jewel, 


Worthy Sir. 


V. in 
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V. 


Gin thou wert mine amn Thing 


I love thee to exceſs, 
Muſt I leave thee, muſt I leave thee, 
Ol love thee to exceſs ; 
Muſt thy Polly ever leave thee 
But leſt your Wife's Unkindneſs 
Should interfere, and rob me o'the Bliſs, 


Then I muſt think of thee leſs, 
And feaſt only on thy Idea. 


: — 


VI. 
Thomas, I cannot, &c. 


Like a Man ſhould ſport and play, 
Without the Way of coquetting: 
Kiſs, ſmile and paſs the Time away, 
Without Remorſe of regretting; 
Neer think at laſt, 
Of Pleaſures paſt, 
But Love; and Sorrow baniſh. 
When you're at Eaſe, 
Your Mind you pleaſe, 
Then all Follies relinquiſh. 


VII. lan 
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VII. 
I am a poor Shepherd undone, &c. 


Hen my Lover his Suit did begin, 
And open'd his Veins ey'ry Way, 
It was ſo ſweet I could not refrain 
From ſporting in YVenus's Play, 
His exceeding G AY Air and Mien, 
Had ſuch Influence oyer me, 
That I thought RICH alias LUN, 
Had been enjoying of my Body. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack and well-a-day ! 
Before I was in Love, 
Oh! every Month was Aay. 


VIII. 


Grim King of the Gheſts, &c. 
Ince I am obliged to ſmile, 
And muſt not the Menkind &er ſcorn ; 
PII take Care they ſhan't me beguile, | 
Leſt they ſhould leave me forlorn. 
When they preſs me, I will ſeem kind, 
And humour their pretty Air ; 
Kindneſs they always ſhall find, 
So Ml play the coquetting Fair. 


IX. O 
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IX. 
O the Broom, &c. 


F you'd an honeſt Man be deem'd, 
In the Affairs of State; 
Take Care you're not too well eſteem'd, 
By Both the High and Great : 


Such as and his Crew, 
For if once you are hedg'd in; 
They'll teach you how to cheat in Lew, 
Of ſome of their own Kind. 


Therefore beware, leſt you are caught 
In Caſes of that Kind: 

If are you be, your Head comes off, 
Which Trifle they don't mind. 


So if my Argument prevails, 
And gives you an Inſight 
Into the Merits of theſe Fools, 
Laugh at their fooliſh Bite. 


THY 
AY 


I 
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X. 
All in the Downs the Fleet was moor d, &c. 


Irtue, dear Sir, needs no Defence, 
Leſt it ſhould it ſelf ſurprize; 
The ſureſt Guard is Innocence, | 
Which every Female ought to prize, 
And bleſs the Powers that hath her endow'd 
With no ſuch Charms as for to be beloy'd. 


Come all you of the Female Kind, 
That can Lowe When Neceſlity calls, 
And can feign a being kind, | 
To prevent you from the Man's enthrols. 
Never let your Minds to them be inclin'd, 
If you do, at laſt, you'll find them unkind. 
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XI. 
What ſhall I do to ſhem how much I loug her, GC. 


Y Dear, you are ſo Charmin g I, doadore thee, 
And could for ever feaſt on the Delights, 
Whilſt you lay panting and were enjoying me, 
And did ſuch ſweet Rapꝑtures to me impart ; 
But when I once think af quitting your Preſence, 
And am oblig'd in anoth'r's Arms to lye 
Yet I never will fail to give you the Preference, 
Ind will my Love, my Dear, never deny. 
XII. Would 
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XII. 
Vould Fate to me Belinda give 


* the Men, Coquets we find, 
Who court by Turns all Women- kind; 


And when they their Intents have gain'd, 
Then you may ſee their Paſſion was feign'd- 


But pray, ſhall we not then in lieu, 
Who are gen'rally loving and true; 
Be cautious how our Minds we place, 
On fo fickle a Creature's Face. 


XIII. 


Pretty Parrot ſay— 


L 
OLL likes Sir A Feeg | 
For to play the Wag; 
Becauſe he is no great Brag, 
Like her witty Lover G AT: 
Heaving Sighs, 
In Tranſport dies, 
Between her T; 
Often does he faint away: 
And on her Boſom loll, 
And on her Boſom lol], 
O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Polls 


T% 


PolPs a pretty Fair, 
With a charming Air, 
That ſhe. is ador'd by all 
Who does her Sex admire; 
She'll no more, 
Play the Whore, 
For a Score 
Of thoſe who would by her; 
For ſhell be an honeſt Girl, 
For ſhe'll be an honeſt Girl, 


O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Poll performs her Parts, 
With ſuch Grace and Arts, 
That each Night ſhe conquers Hearts, 
Both in Pits and Boxes; 
Then refrain, 
Ben't ſo plain, 
Do not ſtain, 
Poll with common Doxies: 
For ſhe does charm us all, 
For ſhe does charm us all, 
O pretty, pretty Poll. 
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Since Poll has gain'd Applauſe, 
All vindicate her Cauſe, 
And prodigious Crowds ſhe draws, 
All conſpire to CLay her: 
The Houſe rings, 
When ſhe ſings ; 
Muſt ſach Things 
Vaniſh in a Vapour ? 
No, ſhe out-fhines em all, 
No, ſhe out-ſhines *em all, 
O pretty, pretty Poll. 


XIV. 
Iriſh Howl. 


O Power on Earth can &er divide 
The Knot that by true Love is ty'd, 
For when a Woman's Love is fix'd, 
There is no intruding betwixt. 
Oh! oh, ray, oh Amborah——oh, oh, &c. 


Then witneſs all ye Pow'rs above, 
Sir R—— F— 1 dearly ore 
And will my Mind on him employ, 
Who ſhall continue my ſweeteſt Joy. 

Oh ! oh, ray, oh Amborah——oh, oh, &c. 
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So here my Op ERA I do end, 

With loving of my deareſt Friend; 

And beg that he'd not me forget, 

Nor think that L have him quite left. 
Oh! oh, ray, oh Amborah——oh, oh, Cr 
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